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Author's Notes: 
Strong contender for the "oddest pairing ever", | know! But | just can't get them out of my head anymore.. 


In a recent interview, a member of Def Leppard was full of praise for Greta van Fleet. This is how the slash 


fiction section of my brain dealt with it. 


Lots of virtual hugs to BneJovi and helena_s_renn for their advice and encouragement! 


"Aren't you afraid he's gonna die of a heart attack during sex with you one day?" 


Jake, Sam and Danny giggled hysterically. Their cheerfulness was probably enhanced by something they had 


consumed before Josh had entered the room. 


"And then you'd have to call an ambulance..." Sam nearly choked on his laughter. 


and sit there in this fancy expensive hotel room and have to explain to the paramedics what happened?" Jake 
completed his brother's sentence and slumped back on the couch, holding his belly. 


"Oh, cut the crap, you're such a pervert!" 
"You call me a pervert? You're the one who bends over for a guy who's old enough to be your grandpa!" 


Josh was used to having the piss taken out of him by his band-members.To make things worse two thirds of 
them were his brothers. So he was pretty resilient. But today he couldn't just shake it off. 


"You're such a bunch of retards! You don't have a fucking clue!" His usually reliable vocal chords let him down 


and his voice cracked. 
"Yeah right, we don't have a clue how much he loooves you." Jake chirped mockingly. 


"Get real, bro. Your ass is all he loves about youl" Sam added. "Does he want you to call him ‘Daddy’ when you 
do it?" The three men guffawed without restraint. 


Josh got up, slammed the door behind him and stormed back to his room. 
He took out his cellphone and started typing a text message. 


‘I miss you, Joe." 


His thumb hovered above the send button for almost a minute. Then he felt the flush rise to his cheeks. He 
quickly deleted the text and threw the phone into the pillows. 


